It was not father alone who never saw tears in mother's eyes. We children knew that whatever happened in our home not one word might we disclose to our neighbours. For if we did, mother assured us with the greatest solemnity, grandfather and grandmother in Poland might hear of it. And that would be dreadful, we comprehended, though we did not know why. No one who came down to our kitchen knew whether there was black bread in the cupboard, and milk for us children. Before supper the hucksters would gather in the alley to sell in Soho the wares left from sales in better neighbourhoods. We would hold fast to mother's apron, unable to remove our gaze from the delicious turnips and carrots and potatoes lying in the wagons. We waited for mother to ask the huckster, as she pointed to awash-tub?" And then suddenly mother would look away, and
